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4 
THINK BE IS 
ANYHOW ? 


COME ON, DINO, I’M 
SORRY PRES a OuTA 
MY FAVORITE CHAIRE 


BARNEYBOY, IS THIS | \ =f I DUNNO IF I WANT TO 
KE BETTY 2 

BAKED FOR THE 

PARTY TONIGHT? 


CROSS OVER A PICKET LINE! ) 


PICKET LINE? COME ON, 
SHORTY, DON'T PAY NO 
ATTENTION 70 DINO! 

| GIMME THAT CAKE/_ 4 


AZT} 


| AWRIGHT, YA WANTA 


PICKET,...GO AHEAD! 
AND PICKET! 


EF iS GETTIN LATE, WILMA! 
| GOT A BIG DAY AT THE 
. QUARRY TOMORRA! 


ANS _ DON'T 
COME BACK! 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


CAME THE DAWIN, AND.... LA — NY_IM DOCKING YOU AN 


Usa rive q : (> HOLES PAY, BUBBLE! 
WE'ZE PRETTY I COULDN'T 7 _OH, FLINTSTONE, DON'T 
LATE,FRED...MR. ) HELP BOLINCIN’ YoU WORRY ABOLIT 
SLATE'S GONNA My ALARM = BEING LATE! / 


CLOCK OFF 


BE MAD! 


FUN IS FUN... BUT 
IT’S TIME TO GO 
HOME! 


P57 YOU WHAT Pe 
i WHO, DINO? 
— 


.LVE FOLIND SOMEBODY ELSE Z | 


"ALL RIGHT, FLINTSTONE, YOL/VE 
GOT YOUR JOB BACK BUT 
REMEMBER .,.NEXT TIME YOLURE 
LATE I CAN ALWAYS HIRE DINOJ 


n~, NO FOOD 


MY KNIFE IS GONE! 
HOW CAN I MAKE MYSELF 
A SANDWICH IF I DON'T 
HAVE A KNIFE TO CLT 
THE MEAT? 


Ef HERE'S MY KNIFE: 
HOW DID ITSGET 
\ OUT HERE? 
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on - , ry fet 

"DINO GOTTA GOL 
THIS IS THE LAST LOAD, YEAH! STRAWBERRY 
FRED!WE'VE GOT ENOUGH ) SHORTCAKE,HOT DOSS 
GOODIES OUT THERE TO yf AND ROCKMELLON! 


FEED EVERYONE IN 
BEDROCK! 


IY LOOK AT DINO! IF HE COULD) [_oH, FRED, AFTER YOU PUT THAT 
4 See AT THE GOODIES THERE'D | .| CAKE ON THE EE ones ASK pa 


NOTHIN’ LEFT FOR THE AND BARNEY TO Col 
ait ig ee 


THIS [IS 


ALL THEM GOODIES! 


YABBA-DABBA-DOO/ 


BEANS, OLE BUDDY, 
BEANS! I LOVE EM! 


V-COME ON, BARN... YuLuicH? 
Wor's IN THE 
POT? 


WE'RE ALL SET FOZ 
OUR PICNIC! 


7 AS SOON AS THE GIRLS ‘N 
COME OLIT, WE'LL START TOEAT! 


T Wisk THEY’D HURRY!) 
T LOVE PICNICS! 4 


= 


WE’RE READY 
TO START OUR 


OH,NO! STOP THAT 
RIGHT NOW, PINO! 


YABBA- PABBA 
boo! . 


THAT DOES IT, YOU OVER- 
GROWN SCHNALIZER! 


S0B/BAWW, “|ZOUGHTA KICK _Y FRED FLINTSTONE! 


THE STUFFINS OLIT \ Yo STOP THAT! 
IN OF YOU. ~ f 


IT WASN'T FAI To DINO CHAINING Him TO 
A TREE WHERE HE COULD SEE WHAT WE 
WERE HAVING FOR OUR PICNIC! IT 
WASN'T DINO’s FAULT, IT WAS YOURS! 
_ 


YOU GOT WHAT 
YOU DESERVED! 


YABBA-DABBA-DOO! . 
)—O 


Si 
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7 TLL SELL THE CLUMSY MUTT! 
LESSEE,,,HE OUGHTA 6E BE WORTH 
ABOLIT FIFTY ZOCKBLICKS! 


OH, YOLI/D 


R 
NOT, FRED! 


SOMEBODY OLIGHT TO WANT 
A DUMB DINO FoR $25.BUCKS! 


HERE YARE, 
MISTER... 


[ HEY BUTCH!DO 
YOU SEE Wi ROBT, 


[WHEN £ THINK OF 


GULPIT FEEL SORTA)” ‘1 DIDN'TKNOW | [HATED DINO ? I DIDN'T HATE 
EVEN IF DINO { YUH HATED DINO | | HiMuwHE WAS JUST A 
[WAS A PEST! THAT MUCH, FRED! | | NUISANCE! LOOKiT THI Youle 


WAY HE WRECKED. Pi 
OU PICNIC! FRED! 


KR 


*I DON'T BLAME YOLI FOR SELLIN’ Y S-SLAUGHTERHOLISE 2 TH-THAT 


HIM To THE SLAUGHTER-HOLISE GLY WORKED IN ASI eee 
) DRIVER}, HOLISE® 


WAIT! HOLD IT! 
COME BACK! , 


(= I GIVE YOU THIS 5 
“BONE STEAK, YOU KEEP 
QUIET, OKAY? 


( WOT'S HE DOIN’ IN HE AIN'T IN MY DREAM! 
Z MY DREAMZI" HE'S A BLUKGLAR! 


& 


DSS Roe es Sees 2 
- CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


FRED! HE'S STEALING \ HES GETTING AWAY, WHERE 
| MY JEWELRY: STOP HIM? FRED! WHAT ARE YOLI ARE MY 


BEDROOM 
SLIPPERS? 


NEVER MIND YOUR 
SLIPPERS! CATCH 
THAT CROOK! 


THERE! NOW SEE (BEING HIT IN THE 
WHAT YOU DUDD! NOSE ISN'T ALL 
HE HID BE [D BDD, FRED! 
TH’ DOZEL 


F YEA AN! WHILE THE BLIEGLAR 
WAS STEALIN! EVERYTHING, DINO 
WAS FEEDIN! His FACE! . 


FRED FLINTSTONE, YOU LET 
THAT POOR BEAST ALONE! 


11'S ALL THAT STUPID CHOW-HOLNDS 
FAULT! IF HEBIT THAT BURGLAR 
INSTEAD OF ME, WE WOULDN'T 

| HAVE BEEN ROBBED! 


OH, DEAR...ALL OUR NICE 
THINGS HAVE BEEN STOLEN! . 


AT GETS ME, 
WV Mee 


‘STOP PICKING ON POOR DINO, FRED! 

IT ISNT fle FAULT eee ITS ad aco 

YOU NEVER TRAINED HIM TOBE A 
WATCH-DOG! 


YES, YOURS! YOUVE | [ 2M GONNA TEACH. You V You KNOW 
7 
HT POOR TO BEA REAL WATCH- WHAT A 
ING! STARTIN’ DOG, DINO} - WATCH-bog | 
RIGHT NOW! 1S,DON'T YA? 


NEVER TAG 
DINO ANYTH: 


HOW ARE YOL! GOING 

TO eee DINO To LIKE A 

GUARD THE HOUSE, / - 
FRED? “AND 


DINOS SLEEPIN’ 
AS LISUAL! 
Ey / O) a 


| HESEES ME,,,.HE THINKS I'LL GIVE 
HIM A STEAK LIKE THE: OTHER 
GUY DID! HEH HEH HEH! 


t 


DOG 


WATCH 
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DINO’S VERY UPSET, © IM PRETTY 
‘FRED! THAT WAS A’ 
DIRTY TRICK YOU! _. 


‘MONSTER BIT 
ME TWICE! 


THIS IS THE RIGHT 
PLACE....THE DUMMY WITH 
THE STUPID MUTT! 


ANOTHER __ 
STUPID GAME! 


ANYHOW, WILMA, DINO'S 


GONNA BE A GOOD WATCH- DOG 


FROM NOW ON! 


YA WANTA GET 
TOUGH, HUH? 


THE BURGLAR'S \ 
BACK! TVE BEEN 


eI i 
/ ty FOR HIM! Ay | 


Sy] (NEXT 
“*y 


2] 


*|T MUST BE SOMETHING 
: HE ATE” 


5) 
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ee Pe 
~ GETTING UN- 74 
YD» BELIEVABLE! 
—— 
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—— 


SM, ee 
> 28-5336 


en. 


See, 


‘This particular story comes from behind the Iron Cur- 
in. The peet, Yashensko, had been given avery long 
fence in what we eall, “A Prison Labor Camp.” All 


‘he:had dene was te write a short poem. A few lines 


translated inte English: “We pay them a lot of money, 
while they get fat on heney. It is not nice to pay a big 
price for inefficiency.” 3 

Se, there he landed in cold Siberia. In the free world, 
protest: meetings were held to get him released so he 
sould again write his poetry. Even his prison guards 
sympathized with him, but what could he do. 

Eath day he would ask guard Brobyasku the same 
question, and éach day the guard would give him the 
same reply: a: x 

“Believe me, | wouldn't fol you. | will let you know 
when it is the year 2009 and you are fr 


The Numbers 


‘They say that all women, when they get older, are 
vary sensitive about their age. In this situation, we 
meet the wife of the driver of a car. Another car had 
eldeswiped him and then sped away. An officer came 
up to the driver. . 

“if you could enly give me the license number of 
that car, ! could radie ahead; and we would pick up 
the driver. He certainly should be punished.” 

“By a strange, coincidence, | know the numbers,” 
was the reply. “The four numbers on his plate-are the 
year my wife was born.” eS: 

“Forget it,” said the wife. “He just made a slight 
dent on your already dented door.” 


The Secret 


“Gan you really keep a secret?” asked one woman 
of another, "| mean that under no con what- 
soever would you reveal what | am going te say to 

Suite 
¥ “| swear it/” replied the second woman. “I will 
never repeat what you say to me. | shall be deaf and 
dumb. Is thet with you?” 

“Fine with smiled the first woman. “Lend me 
ten dollars until Tuesday.” 

“Don't worry about your secret, “was the reply. “I 
haven't heard a werd yeu said.” 


Puppy'e Plich 
~ | wanna puppy'fer my birthday,” pleaded little 
Louis. Remémber? You said that if | ate up all the 


cereal at breakfast, you would get me a puppy. Se, | 
wanna puppy.” . ae 
i 


a 


“You did make that promise,” reminded me ther. 
“So, be a good father and get Lovis that puppy.” 
Father went to the phone book and found the phone 
number of Peter's Puppy Place. Then, he dialed it, 
“I want o puppy that is very friendly; and of course, 
must be very clean. The puppy should be intelligent 
and willing to.learn. He will be the companion of my 
six year ald son.” ¢ 
“Just have what you want,” said the Voice at the 
rend end. “Only one left. Better take him. Price is 
156." 
“Am I speaking to the owner of the store?’ ques- 
tioned father. 


Quiet, Please 


I was assigned tostudy hall duty every Wednedday 
fin our high school. Fifth period was for eur freshman 
lass, | noticed the boy in the fifth row speaking te his 
neighbor at the top of his voice. This was prohibited by 
order of our principal. So, | walked ever te him and 
signaled to him te come te me, whith he did. 

“You have to be very quiet here in the study hall,’"1 
told him. “The students around you can't even read at 


There was a lock of astonishment on 
he almost floored me with his reply. 

“[ they can’t read, then why are they in this high 
school?” 


his face. Then, 


The Bie 


ing 


There was something about John Whitemore that 
was very hard to explain. All you could say was that 
he was a certain kind of a man, Perhaps this incident 
will make it clear what | have in mind about him. 

He was walking along the street when a beggar 
came up te him. 

“Please, mister, can you spare a dime for a cup of 
coffee?” = 

“Where can you get a cup of coffee for a dime 
today?” questioned John Whitemore. “Tell me, end 
you can have the dime.” “ 

« “At Joe’s diner around the corner,” was the reply. 
“New, mister, can I have that dime?” — 

Rather grudgingly, the man put his hand inte,his 
pocket; took out the coin, and gave it te the beggar. 

“Bless you,” said the receiver of the cain, “May the 
Heavens repay you tenfold.” RR EA 

“What kind of a blessing is that?” snapped backen 
angry John Whitemore. “All| can get is just one dollar 
for this deed, =. : 


